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Part of my 50 fic challenge. Prompt #8 This is gonna hurt. 


Warnings: Drug use, overdose, language, angst 
"Why do you like it so much?" Tommy asked Nikki as Nikki sat on the couch at his place. Nikki frowned and 
looked up at the drummer. Tommy had invited Nikki over to write some songs, honestly a little surprised that 


the bassist had even shown up. 


"Like what?" Nikki asked, not drawing his attention away from the TV. It was one of those courtroom shows 
that were becoming all the rage these days. Damn. He wanted to watch Golden Girls. 


"Heroin." Tommy sat next to him. "Why do you like it so much?" 


"You wouldn't understand," Nikki told him, still not taking his attention from the TV screen. Tommy had a bigger 
TV than Nikki had ever seen. While Nikki was blowing thousands on drugs, Tommy was buying gadgets, cars, and 


other things that, in Nikki's opinion, didn't mean shit. 


"Then show me," Tommy told him. That got Nikki's attention "Just once, shoot me up." Now, if Nikki had been 
sober, he would've told Tommy to screw off. There was not just one time when it came to smack. One time 
turned into two, and two turned into a week long binge where you were deeply in debt and had no idea where 


you were. 
But Nikki wasn't sober, and hadn't been in almost two weeks. 


"Okay," Was all Nikki said. "I'll be back" He pushed himself to his feet and went to his jacket. He had a baggie of 
some good shit, a couple needles, and everything else he needed. You never knew when he was going to need to 


shoot up. He had to be prepared for anything. 


"There's enough here for the both of us," Nikki told him, getting everything ready. Every alarm in both of 
their heads was telling them not to do this, that it was stupid and reckless. But Tommy so badly wanted his 
best friend back. He was willing to try anything to get him back. And Nikki, well, he was too far gone to really 


care. 


Everything was heated and loaded into a needle. Nikki didn't mind sharing. It was Tommy after all. They had done 
a lot worse shit together than sharing a needle. Tommy stared at the needle, then looked up at Nikki. 


"This is gonna hurt," Was all Nikki told him before he pushed the needle into Tommy's vein. Tommy had smaller 
veins than Nikki, but his also weren't collapsed in. Nikki injected him with his doseage. It was the same about 


Nikki would take. He knew Tommy could handle it. 
"Yeah, that did hurt," Tommy said, rubbing his arm. "Worse than any shots I've ever gotten" 


Its not that bad. Don't be a baby," Nikki grumbled before he loaded up the needle again and injected himself. 
"Fuck" He leaned his head back and let the feeling wash over him. He loved this. He loved how heroin took away 


his pain. "Feels good, doesn't it?" 


"lnot really," Tommy groaned. Nikki stayed where he was, relaxed. Tommy, on the other hand, wasn't feeling as 
good as Nikki was. He tried to stand up, thinking maybe he could do something to ease how he was feeling. As 
he stood up though, his legs gave out from under him and he went to the ground. 


"T-Bone?" Nikki asked, hearing the thud of Tommy falling to the floor. He lifted his head up and looked over at 
the drummer. "Your backs gonna get hurt from laying like that.” When Tommy didn't answer, Nikki groaned and 
crawled over towards Tommy. "Tommy man, hey." He shook Tommy, but his head just rolled. Nikki held a hand 


over Tommy's face, not feeling much air coming through. 
And Tommy's lips were starting to turn blue. 


"Tommy!" Nikki screamed, shaking the drummer. "Tommy wake up!" He slapped his face, pulled at his long hair, 


pinched him, hell, he even tried biting him. Nothing was rousing Tommy. Nikki had OD'ed before. 
But this, this terrified him. 


"T-bone, please no," Nikki all but sobbed as he got the phone and called Il. He relayed things as much as he 
could to the lady. He wasn't honestly sure what he had told her. That it had been an accident? That his best 
friend was laying in his arms, dying because Nikki had gave him a huge dose of heroin? That he loved him and 
he would do anything if someone would just fucking save him! 


"Sir, the paramedics are turning onto the street," The lady told him, but he didn't hear her. He had Tommy's 


head resting in his lap as he sobbed. He could hear the sirens outside. He could see the lights flashing outside 
the window. 


And he could feel Tommy's cold skin against his. 


RRR 


"You fucking prick!" Vince screamed, Nikki pushed against the wall. "He could've died because of you! Fuck!" 
"I'm sorry," Nikki whispered. "I'm sorry." 


"You're going to be sorry when he quits the band because of youl" Vince let go of Nikki and took a step back. 
‘Its one thing to endanger your own life with that shit, but Tommy's? Fuck man! What is wrong with you?" 


"Vince, calm down," Mick told him, sitting in a seat and watching the confrontation. "You're making a scene." 


‘lm making a scene?" Vince asked. "| had to hear on the radio that Tommy had died in the ambulance! Because 
of him!" He glared at Nikki. "You know, he could still have side effects of this. He could still die Nikki. | hope you 
live with that” Mick pushed himself to his feet then 


"Okay, that's enough, both of you," Mick growled. "Both of you sit your asses down This is not the time or the 
place to be doing this. Tommy's still back there. So let's take some time to calm! The fuck! Downl" He pushed 
Vince into one chair and Nikki into another. "You can beat the shit out of each other once we find out how our 
drummer is, okay?" Neither man answered, and the tension was thick, but Mick got his point across and sat 


back down to wait. 


eK 
Tommy was going to be just fine. It was just a waiting game for when he decided to wake up. Despite Vince 
wanting Nikki to leave the hospital and never come back, Nikki was at Tommy's bedside the whole time. Nikki 


had Tommy's hand in his, his eyes scanning over Tommy. 


And as much as this was going to hurt him, he knew what he had to do. 


"The minute you wake up and are feeling better," Nikki whispered. "I'm checking myself into rehab. | can't let 
something like this happen again to either of us," He kissed Tommy's knuckles. "I love you Tommy. And I'm going 


to get the help that | need. | promise." 


End 


